WITH FELONIOUS INTENT
sprouted, of course, from the hotbed of our adversity.
The sun was up before Hubert touched my arm,
and I sat up stiff and hungry, but feeling greatly
refreshed. Then I stumbled' out of the barn, to find
a lovely morning and the world about me as gay as
the cloudless sky. The air was still and seemed as
full of scents as a perfumer's shop, and the sparkle
of the meadows in the sunshine and the long, clean-cut •
shadows of neighbouring trees made up as taking
a foreground as ever I saw. On every side the delicate'
green of woodland stood up to touch the blue, and this
was alive with the songs of innumerable birds, brave
enough music to lift up any man's heart.
We made what toilet we could at a tumbling rill,
and, feeling, all things considered, remarkably well,
regained the road and set out to walk for our breakfast
without more ado. By now we were fully determined
to visit the first house we saw and would have marched
up to a palace and stated our needs: but, such is the
way'of Fortune, before we had gone two miles we
came to a good-looking inn, with limes growing in its
forecourt and a doorway which would have admitted
a coach and four.
We were too much relieved to see it to dwell on the
fact that we had lain cold and hungry so short a
distance away, and when we saw that its doors and
shutters were open we could have thrown up our hats.
Compared with this house, the tavern we had sought
was a hovel, and from what we had seen of the
district we had not supposed it could boast so inviting
an inn.
As we entered the court—
" One word/' said Hubert, " before we take the
tide. They won't understand our conversation : but,
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